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LACK 0 F COTTON PICKERS isllwa?n detallS My first Slana woman's sleeve. In are?n?' y boy. but concentrate
breast. like one who is utterly crush-
ed. Holmes stuck his feet ur on thecorner of the mantel-piec- e, and. lean- - I f -

better""n - is pernapsme Knee of -'- J-' v.ii 1 nis Hani n in hm irw-k- -the trouspTv
first to take
As you ob-tdu- sh

uponmost useful

the denouement of the little mvstcrv.I found Sherlock Holmes alone, how-
ever, half asleep, with his long, thinform curled up in the recesses of his
arm-chai- r. A formidable array of bot-
tles and tea-t- ut e?. vrith the pungentcleanly smell of hydrochloric acid,told me that he had spent his d- -y inthe chemical won; which, was so d arto him.

ets. b;--f .a talking, rather to himself.serve, this woman hadher sleeves, which Is a
",ai"ia . "r showing traces. Theuuuoie nne a little above the wrist,wnere ine type-writi- st presses against r, I!was oeautifully

ilS1 seemed, than to lis.The man married a weman er
much older than himsc'f for her
money." said he. ' and he enjoed theuse of the money of the d lught-- r as
h ng as 5he live l v.;th them. It wan
a consider:'. Me sum, for peooje in
their position, and the lov t.f it would
have made a n rious difference, itwas w orth an .ffort to T,re- v.

defined 'S ell have you solved it?" I asked.sewing-machin- e, of the hand Js 1 entered.
"Yes. It

baryta."
was me oisupnate 01

type, leaves a similaron the left arm, andit farthest from the
mark, but onlyon the side of
thumb, instead
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vi. wing rignt across
t. as this was. I

the broadest
then glanced

I

li
t The daughter was of a good, amiable
I disposition. but affevtionate and
I warm-hea- rt d in her ways, k- - that it

iitr lace, ana observing the dintoT a pincenez at either side of hernose I ventured a remark upon shortsight and type-writin- g, which seem-ed to surprise her.""It surprised me."

was evident that with her fair
advant.itces. and her little in-om- e.

she would not be allov.ed to
remain single long. Now her mar-
riage would mean, of course, the la 'Aof a hundred a year, so what does hernut, surely, it was vc-r- y

I w:.s then much surprisedterested on glancing down to
that, though the boots which

obvious,
and in-obse- rve

she was
t

FARMERS RUNNING STALK CHOP-
PERS "OVER COTTON FIELDS
AND TURNING THE "FLEECY"
UNDER TO HELP FERTILIZE
WHEAT.

(Special to News, and Observer.)
Wilson, Nov. 9. --From several sec-

tions of the county come reports that
owing to the inability of farmers to
secure cotton pickers, and because of
damage by rain, that farmers are run-rin- g

stalk choppers over their fields
and turning stalks, cotton and seed
under preparatory to sowing wheat.
They calculate that the stalks, cotton
and the seeds will make good wheat
fertilizer that will insure forJJiem
pood home-mad- e biscuits.

What to do with the enormous crop
niade in Wilson county this year is a
problem which seems to be unsolva-Mf- i

by planters. It is simply a matter
of impossibility to get pickers of the
African brand they refuse to go to
the fields many of them preferring
to "bootleg" whiskey and take chances
of going to the roads. All kinds of
prices have been offered them, from
50 cents per hundred to 75 cents and
board, and as high as $1, but they re-
main immovable. One farmer offereu
75 cents per hundred and three drinks
a day, but the "brothers in black" re-
fused to budge and you know when a
nigger turns down three drinks of corn
juice he's a bad dependence.
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step-fat- hr do to prevent it? He
takes the obvious course of keepingher at home, and forbidding her to
seek the company or people of herown age. Hut soon he found thatthat would not answer forever. Shibecame restie. ins-iste-d upon h. r
rights, and finally announced her posi-tive intention of ioing to a certain
ball. What does hr clever tep-fa-th- er

do then? H conceives an id-- a

more creditable to his head than to
his heart. With the connivance and
assistance of his wife h disiruised
himself, covered those keen eyes with
tinted glasses, masked the face witha mustache and a pair of busby
whiskers, sunk that clear voice into
an insinuating whisper, and doublysecure on account of the girl's short
sight, he appearn as Mr. Hosmer An-
gel, and keeps otf other lovers by
making love himself."
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"No, no, the mystery!" I cried.
"Oh, that! I thought of the salt thatI have been working upon. Therewas never any mystery in the matter,

though, as I siid yesterday, pome ofthe details are of interest. The onlvdrawback is that there is no law, I
fear, that can touch the scoundrel."Who was he. then, and what washis object in deserting Mis-- s Suther-land?"

The question was hardly out of mymouth, and Holmes had not yet open-ed his lips to reply, when we heard a
heavy footfall in the passage, and a
tap at the. door.

"This is the girl's step-fathe- r. Mr.
James Windibank," said Holmes."He has written me to say that hewould be here at six. Come in:"

The man who entered was a sturdy,middle-size- d fellow, some thirty yearsof age, clean shaven, and sallow
skinned, with a bland, insinuatingmanner, and a pair of wonderfully
sharp and penetrating gray eyes.He shot a questioning glance at each
of us, placed his shiny top haf uponthe side-boar- d, and with a slight bow
sidled down into the nearest chair.

"Good-evenin- g. Mr. James Windi-
bank," said Holmes. "I think thatthis type-writte- n letter is from you,in which, you made an appointmentwith me for six o'clock?"

"Yes, sir. I am afraid that I am
a little late, but I am not quite myown master, you know. I am sorrythat Miss Sutherland has troubled youabout this lattle matter, for I think
it is far better not to wash linen of
the sort in public. Tt was quite
against my wishes that she came, but
she is a very excitable, impulsive
girl, as you may have noticed, and
she is not easily controlled when she
has made up her mind on a point.Of course, I did not mind you so
much, as you are not connected with
the official police, but it is not pleas-ant to have a family misfortune like
this noised abroad. , Besides, it is a
useless expense, for how could you
possibly find this Hosmer Angel?"

"On the contrary," said Holmes,
quietly, "I hao every reason to be-
lieve that I will succeed in discover-
ing Mr. Hosmer Angel."

Mr. Windibank gave, a violent start,
and dropped his gloves. "T am de-

lighted to hear it," he said.
"It is a curious thing," remarked

Holmes, "that a typewriter ha.s really
quite as much individuality as a
man's handwriting. Unless they are
quite new, no two of them write
exactly alike. Some letters get more
worn than others, .and some wear

"It was only a joke
ed our visitor. "V
that she would have
away."

"Very likely not.

at first." groan-neve- r

thuhteen so carried

However thatlock Ho'mes
may be, the young lady was very de-

cidedly carried away, and having ;uit
(Continued from Page 14.) made up her mind

ther was in France
treachery never for
ed her mind. Sine
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wearing were not unlike each other,they were really odd ones; the one
having a slightly decorated toe-ca- p,

and' the other a piain one. One wasbuttoned only in the two lower but-tons out of five, and the other at the
first, third, and fifth. Now, when
you see that a young lady, other-
wise neatly dressed, has come awayfrom home with odd boots, half-buttone- d,

it is no great deduction to saythat she came away in a hurrv."
"And what else?" I asked, keen-

ly interested, as I always was, by m
friend's incisive reasoning."I noted, in passing, that she had
written a note before ?eaving home,but after being fully Pressed. You
observed that her right glove was torn
at the forefinger, but you did not
apparently sei that both glove and
finger were stained with violet ink.
She had written in a hurry, and dip-
ped her pen too deep. It must have
been this morning,, or the mark would
not remain clear upon the finger. All
this is amusing, though rather ele-
mentary, but I must go back to busi-
ness, Watson. Would you mind read-
ing me the advertised description of
Mr. Hosmer Angel?"

I held the little printed slip to the
light. "Missing," it said, "on the
morning of the 14th, a gentleman
named Hosmer Angel. About 5 ft. 7

in height; strongly built, sallow com-
plexion, black hair, a little bald in the
centre, bushy, black side-whiske- rs and
mustache; tinted glasses, slight in-

firmity of speech. Was dressed, when
last seen, in black frock-coa- t faced
with silk, black waistcoat, gold Albert
chain, and gray Harris tweed trousers,
with brown gaiters over elastic-side- d

boots. Known to have been employed
in an office in Ioadenhall Street. Any-
body bringing," etc., etc.
HOLMES FIVE

"That will do," said Holmes. "As to
the letters," he continued, glancing
over them, "they are very common-
place. Absolutely no clew in them to
Mr. Angel, save that he quotes Balzac
once. There is one remarkable point,
however, which will no dought strike
you."

"They are type-written- ," I remark-
ed.

"Not only that, but the signature
is type-writte- n. Lrook at the neat lit-

tle 'Hosmer Angel' at the bottom.
There is a date, you see, but no super-
scription except Leadenhall street,
which is rather vague. The point
about the signature is very suggestive

in fact, we may call it conclusive."
"Of what?"
"My dear fellow, is it possible you

not see how strongly it bears upon the
case?"

"I cannot say that I do, unless it
vere that he wished to be able to deny

iiis signature, if an action for breach
of promise were instituted."
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the gentleman's attentions, and the
effect was increased by the loud I v ex-

pressed admiration of her mother.
Then Mr. Angel began to call, for it
was obvious that the matter should
be pushed as far as it would go, if a
real effect were to be produced. There
were meetings, and an engagement,
which would finally secure the girl's
affections from turning towards any
one else. Hut the deception could
not be kept up forever. These pre-
tended journeys to France were rather
cumbrous. The thing to do was clear-
ly to bring the business to an end
in such a dramatic manner that it
would leave a permanent impression
upon the young lady's mind, and pre-
vent her from looking upon any other
suitor for some time to come. Hence
those vows of fidelity exacted upon a
Testament, and hence also the ailu-sion- s

to a possibility of something
happening on the very, morning of the
wedding--

. James Windibank wished
Miss Sutherland to be so bound to
Hosmer Angel, and so uncertain as to
his fate, that for ten years to come,
at any rate, she would not listen to
another man. As far as the church
door he brought her, and then, as
he could go no farther, he convenient-
ly vanished away by the old trick of
stepping in at one door of a four-wheele- r,

and out at the other. I
think that that was the chain of
events, Mr. Windibank!"

Our visitor had recovered some-
thing of his assurance while Holmes
had been talking, and he rose from
his chair now with a cold sneer upon
his pale face.
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only on one side. Now, you remark
in this note of yours. Mr. Windi-
bank, that in every case there is some
little slurring over of the 'e,' and a
slight defect in the tail of the r.
There are fourteen other characteri-
stics, but those are the more ob-
vious."

"We do all our correspondence with
this machine at the office, and no
doubt it is a little worn," our visitor
answered, glancing keenly at Holmes
with his bright little eyes.

"And now I will show you what Is
really a very interesting study, Mr.
Windibank," Holmes continued. "I
think of writing another little mono-
graph some of these days on the type-
writer and its relation to crime. It

"I advertised for him in last Satur-
day's Chronicle," said she. "Here is
the slip, and here are four letters
from him."

"Thank you. And your address?"
"No. 31 Lyon Place, Camberwell."
"Mr. Angel's address you never had,

T understand. Where is your father's
place of business?"

"He travels for Westhouse & Mar-ban- k,

the great claret importers of
Fenchurch Street."

"Thank you. You have made ur

statement very clearry. You will leave
the papers here, and remember the
advice which I have given you. Let
the whole incident be a eaied book,
and do not allow it to affect your
life."

"You are very kind, Mr. Holmes,
but I cannot do that. I shall be true
to Hosmor. He shall find me ready
When he comes back."

For all the preposterous hat and the
Vacuous face, there was something
noble in the simple faith, of our visi-
tor which compelled our respect. She
laid her little bundle of papers upon
the table, and went her way, with a
Promise to come again whenever she
might be summoned.

Sherlock Holmes eat silent for a
few minutes with his nnger-tip- s still
pressed together, his legs stretched
out in front of him, and his gaze di-
rected upward to the celling. Then
he took down from the rack the old
and oily clay pipe, which was to him
as a counsellor, and, having lit it,
he leaned back in his chair, with the
thick blue cloud-wreat- hs spinning up
from him, and a look of infinite lan-
guor in his face.

"Quite a ninteresting study, that
maiden," he observed. "I found her
more interesting than her little prob-
lem, which, by the way, is rather a
trite one. You will find parallel cases,
If you consult my index, in Ancover m
'77, and there was something of the
sort at The Hague last year. Old as
is the idea, - however, there were one
or two details which were new to
me. But the maiden herself was most
Instructive."

"You appeared to read a good deal
upon her which was quite invisible
to me," I remarked.

"Not invisible, but unnoticed, Wat-
son. You did not know where to look,
and so you missed all that was im-
portant. I can never "bring you to
realize the importance of sleeves, the
suggestiveness of thumb-nail- s, or the
great issues that may hang from a
boot-lac- e. Now, what did you gather
from that woman's appearance? De-
scribe it."

"Well, she had a slate-colore- d,

broad-brimm- ed straw hat, with a
feather of a brickish red. Her jacket
was black, with black beads sewn
upon it, and a fringe of little black
Jet ornaments. Her dress was brown,
lather darker than coffee color, with
' little purple plush at the neck and
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or It may not, Mr.
"but if you are ko

ought to be sharp
that it is you who
law now, and not

"It may be so.
Holmes," said he.
very sharp you
enough to know
are breaking the

TIow-whic- h

Is to a
to the
Windi- -

"No, that was not the point,
ever, I shall write two letters,
should settle the matter. One
firm in the city, the other is
voune ladv's step-fathe- r, Mr.

i
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couldoank. asking him whether he
me. I have done nothing actionable
from the first, but as long as you
keep that door locked you lay your-
self open to an action for assault and
illegal constraint."

o'clock tomorrow
as well that we

meet us here at six
evening. It is just
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is a subject to which I have devoted
some little attention. I have here
four letters which purport to come
from the missing man. They ar all
type-writte- n. In each case, not only
are the 'e's slurred and the r's' tail-
less, but you will observe, if you care
to use my magnifying lens, that the
fourteen other characteristics to
which I have alluded are there as
well."

Mr. Windibank sprang out of his
chair, and picked up his hat. "I can-
not waste time over this sort of fan-
tastic talk, Mr. Holmes," he said. "If
you can catch the man, catch him,
and let me know when you have done
it."

"Certainly," said Holmes, stepping
over and turning the key in the door.
"I let you know, then, that I have
caught him I"
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'The law cannot, as you say, touch
you," said Holmes, unlocking and
throwing open the door, "yet there
never was a man who deserved pun-
ishment more. If the young lady ha
a brother or a friend, he ought to lay
a whip across your shoulders. Ky
Jove!" he continued, flushing up at
the sight of the bitter sneer uoon the
man's face, "it is not part of my duties
to my client, but here's a hunting crop
handy, and 1 think I shall just treat
myself to " He took two nwift Hteps
to the whip, but before he could
grasp it there was a wild clatter of
steps upon the stairs, the heavy hall
door banged, and from the window
we could !eo Mr. James Windibank
running at the top of his sped down
the road.

'There's a cold-bloode- d scoundrel!"
said Holmes, laughing, as he threw
himself down into his chair once
more. "That fellow will rise from
crime to crime until he does some-
thing very bad, and ends on a gal-
lows. Th- - case has. in some respects,
been not entirely devoid of interest."

"I cannot now entirely s?ee all th
steps of your reasoning." I remarked.

'Well, of course it w obvious
from the first that this Mr. Hosmer
Angel must have some strong object"
for his curious conduct, and it wsa
equally clear that the only man who
really profited by the incident, as far
as we could see. was the step-fathe- r.

Then the fact that the two men were
never together, but that the one ued

on Page 1.)

should do business with the male rela-
tives. And now, doctor, we can do
nothing until the answers to those
letters come, so we may put our little
problem upon the shelf for the in-

terim."
I had had so many reasons to be-

lieve in my friend's subtle powers of
reasoning, and extraordinary energy
in action, that I felt that he must have
some solid grounds for the assured
and easy demeanor with which he
treated the singular mystery which
he had been called . upon to fathom.
Once only had I know him to fail, in
the case of the King of Bohemia and
of the Irene Adler photograph; but
when I looked back to the weird busi-
ness of the Sign of Four, and the ex-trordin- ary

circumstances connected
with the Study in Scarlet, I felt that
it would be a strange tangle indeed
which he could not unravel.

I left him then, still puffing at his
black clap pipe, with the conviction
that when I came again on the next
evening I would find that he held in
his hands all the clews which would
lead up to the identity of the disap-
pearing bridegroom of Miss Mary
Sutherland.

A professional case of great gravity
v.-a-s engaging my own attention at
the time, and the whole of next day
I was busy at the bedside of the suf-
ferer. It was not until close upon
rix o'clock that 1 found myself free,
a.nd was able to spring Into a hansom
and drive to Baker street, half afraid
that I might be too late to assist at
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"What: where?" shouted Mr. Wk.-diban- k,

turning white to his lips, and
glancing about him like a rat in a
trap.

"Oh, it won't do really it won't,"
said Holmes, suavely. "There is no
possible getting out of It, Mr. Windi-
bank. It is quite too transparent, and
it was a very bad compliment when
you said that it was impossible for
me to solve so simple a question.
That's right! Sit down, and let us
talk it over."

Our visitor collapsed into a chair,
with a ghastly face, and a glitter of
moisture on his brow. "It it's not
actionable," he stammered.

"I am very much afraid that it is
not. But between ourselves, Windi-
bank, it was as cruel and selfish and
heartless a trick in a petty way as
ever come before mo. Now, let me
just run over the course of events,
and you will contradict me if I go
wrong."
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sleeves. Her gloves were grayish, and
were worn through at the right fore-
finger. Her boots I didn't observe.
Khe had small, round, hanging gold

ar-ring- s, and a general air of being
fairly well-to-d- o, in a vulgar, com-
fortable, easy-goin- g way."

Sherlock Holmes clapped his hands
softly together and chuckled.

"Ton my word, Watson, you are
coming along wonderfully. You have
really done very well indeed. It is
true that you have missed everything
of importance, but you have hit upon
the method, and you have a quick
eye for color. Never trust to general
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1 4inThe man sat huddled up his
his l Milchair, with his head sunk upon
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